1^2                           GOLDEN HORN

Swinburne ! Idol of my adolescence ! His words rang
strangely here.

We had heard and seen something of the Kut prisoners.
Thirteen thousand had been captured : scarce five
thousand survived their marches and prisons : they had
been clubbed, stripped, mutilated : their bones were
strewn in the deserts between Baghdad and Aleppo.

Some of the survivors had arrived so dazed that they
could not speak, so enfeebled by hunger that they could
not carry their tiny bundles. Sometimes a group of four
or five emaciated men had passed underneath our win-
dows bearing a coffinless corpse on a stretcher : skeletons
alive, carrying a skeleton to the end of its long journey.

No doubt we all became rather queer as the winter of
1916 turned into the spring of 1917. But I had recovered
my health, and I thought, It is time, it is past high time
that I escaped.

The Turks, always suspicious of my habits of exercise
and writing, demanded that I should give my parole. I
refused, and after I had composed some noble documents
of protest in French, declaring that their action was illegal,
I was suddenly transferred, with some like-minded friends,
to a special " strafees9" house in the upper part of the
town.

Here we remained in close confinement, with roll-calls
four times a day and constant inspections and searches,
until the summer had passed. We might have been very
miserable, living so close together, with no exercise or
diversions, but we were not, for planning to escape gave
a zest to life; also we were beginning to fed that the
Allies were really winning the war.